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Caprta: On Mouse Crry 
PopulaTion: We're woT sure. (MATH DOESN'T ExT yeT!) BuT pesmes 
CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, WAY TOO MANY SABER-TOOTHED 
TIGERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS — BUT NO MOUSE WAS 

EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEM! s* 

TYPICAL Foot: PETRIFIED CHEESE SOUP = 

NaTional Houray: Giraar Zap Day, ag a 
WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERY OF Fike. RODENTS a 
rou os Mo 
Cumate: Unpredictable, wu ha 












TE BASIC UNIT OF MEASUREMENT Is BASED OW 
THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF TWE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
RALF TAIL OR QUARTER TAL. THE LEADER Is 
ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT WIS TAIL WHEN THERE 
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WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD : | 
BY BRAVE RODENT SAPIENS KNOWN AS THE CAENICE. 
DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, — 
AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT } 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED IT ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMO 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 
HOW DO | KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN. 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 
| AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 
















| 





“WARMING! DOW'T IMITATE THE CAVEMICE. 


WE'RE NOT IN THE STONE AGE ANYMORE! = 


WHAT A 
STONE-AGE 





STENCH 


lt was a hot summer night as my sister, Thea, 
and | walked through (ld ‘Wlause “City. 
When we reached the port, we stopped to 
admire the SUNSET over the ocean. 
The sun reminded me of a wheel of 
orange clheddar, and my stomach 
rumbled. Thea and | quickly headed into 
the Rotien Tooth Tavern, owned by 
my cousin Trap and his friend Greasella 
otonyfur. The place was famouse 
throughout the city for its excellent food 
and its warm and weleomun’ atmosphere. 
It was no coincidence that Thea and I had 
walked to the tavern at dinnertime. You 
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might not be lieVe this, but Trap had 
actually invited us there for a FA} 2 meal! 
Trap MEVER gives away anything for free. 
So this was a pretty BIG DEAL! 

When we arrived, Trap greeted us with a 
big smile. 

‘My dear cousins!” he exclaimed. 


“How nice to see you. Greasella has prepared 
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a mountain of cheesy macaroni for you 
that will make you lick your whiskers!” 

A mountain of macaroni? For free? That 
was not like Trap at all. He was acting very 
Strang... 

Before | could question him, he placed a 
CeiSEk. in my paw and pushed me 
in front of a littke mouse who was having 
dinner with his family. 

“feRoniMo StiLtonoot. Trap began 
solemnly, “let me introduce Squirt, a young 
friend of mine who has something to ask 
you.” 

The young mouse timidly approached 
me, holding a tiny slab of stone in his paws. 

“Are you r-really G-Geronimo Stiltonoot?” 
he asked nervously, 

“Yes,” | answered. “It’s really me.” 


The littlke mouse Blushed. <How 


<p 
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exciting! The editor of The Stone Gazette, 
the most famouse newspaper of the Stone 
Age, is here in front of me! Could... could 
l pleane have your autograph?” 

lam always happy to give my FANS what 
they want (especially when | find out that | 
have fans!). So | etched an autograph 
for him and then Thea and | sat down at our 
table. 
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Trap and Greasella overloaded our table 
with plates of food! We each ate: 


-7 ENCHILADAS stuf fed with 


aan 
icone a 


chase sauce; 
- 11 BALLS of mammoth 
mozzarella; 
- 14 PLATES of cheesy macaroni; 
wee = OT CHEESE DUMPLINGS on a bed of 
: bclhaccnrel _ en ' 
- 5 CUPS of ricotta ice cream .§ 
topped with fossilized berries! 
It was the most 








Paleolithic dinner 
| had ever eaten! 


BURP! 
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I felt like | had swallowed a BOULDER! But 

Trap wasn't done. He brought us one last 
dish. 

“NO MORE, Trap, please,” said Thea, 
exhausted from all the feasting. 

“I couldn't Cat another bite!” I protested. 

But we quickly realized that Trap had 
brought us something really, 
really special! 
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Trap set a platter in front of us, and a 
familiar S7ENEN spread throughout the 
tavern. Thea and | exchanged stunned 
glances. There was only one thing in all 
of Old Mouse City that smelled like that: 
VOLGANICO CHEESE: 

It is a special cheese made with hel lava 
peppers that only grow in Boulder Bay. 
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“Attention, cousins!” said Trap. “These 
are the very lat TWO CHUNKS of 
Volcanico in all of Old Mouse City!” 

Volcanico is so RARE and wonderful 
that Thea and | could not resist. We ate it 
very slowly, savoring every bite. Ch, what 


a treat! 











VOLCANICO * 
NAME: VoLcANico CHEESE. | 
aN FLAVOR: PowerruL, INTENSE, AND EXTREMELY SPicY! 


(| SCENT: I's A SMELL SO STRONG YOU CAN ALMOST 
TOUCH IT. Ir 15 TRULY A STONE-AGE SCENT! 


|| MAKERS: THE ONLY MAKER OF THIS CHEESE IN 










FIVE HUNDRED 
SHELLS! 





I still couldn't believe it. Trap, my GREEDY 
cousin, had given us the last two pieces of 
Volcanico instead of eating them himself! | 
was tOUChed. <= 
“You are so sweet, Trap!” I cried, jumping 
up to hug him. “You truly have 
a heart of gold!” 
But Thea stared at 
Trap Suspiciousty. 
“Enough with the 
sweetness, Geronimo,” 
she said. “SOMETHING'S 


Trap, you 







need to tell us 


~ 


FIVE HUNDRED SWELLS! 


what's behind all this!” 

Trap smiled innocently. “Can't | just be 
nice to my cousins?” he asked. “And besides, 
| have a reeeallly smaaaall surprise for 
you.” 

I jumped. 


“wggnnttse? War sonperse?” 


When Trap uses the word surprise, | can 
always smell TROUBLE coming. 

“L-l-let me explain,” 
he said nervously. 

He took a few steps 
back from Thea. (She 
was clearly ANGRY, 
and you don’t want 
to Mess with Thea 
when she’s angry!) 





“Do you know Sunny 
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Rottencheese?” he asked. 

woot Sunny Rettencheefe. That name sounded 
: familiar, 
sae “Of course | do,” Thea 

replied. “She is the only 

rodent in Old Mouse City 
who knows the recipe 
for Volcanico.” 

Trap nodded. “Exactly! 

So, Sunny was about to 

make another Bf 

of Volcanico when she 

discovered a problem.” 

“What problem?” | 
asked. “Don’t keep us in SUSPENSE!” 

“The problem was that she ran out of an 
essential ingredient: hot lava peppers! So 
she decided to announce a Competition,” 
Trap said. 
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Thea and | looked at each other, curious. 
“The rules are simple,” Trap continued. 
“Contestants must travel to BOULDER 
BAY on an AUTOSAURUS, vet some 
to Old Mouse City. Any contestant 
who returns with peppers will 
get a Giant WHEEL of 
Volcanico from Sunny!” 
“A giant wheel!” | repeated. 
“That's not all,” continued Trap. 





“The first to cross the finish line will 


FIVE HUNDRED 
SHELLY 


All to be spent at the amazing Rottencheese 
cheese shop.” His eyes sparkled, “Five 
hundred shells! Can you imagine?” 


get: 





He rubbed his paws together. “By the Great 
Zap! If | WOH, IT could stock my tavern with 
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cheese for a whole year!” 
“So why don’t you enter the competition?” 
| asked e 





on the back. 
wouldn't let me down, 
couaint” he said. “You're always up for an 
adventure!” 

“Wait just one minute —” | began, but 
Thea interrupted me. 

“OF COURSE!” she exclaimed, clearly 
excited. “I’m going to enter, too! BOULDER 
BAY is so far away, and has barely been 
explored... itmagine what we'll find 
there! Let’s sign up right now!” 

“Agso.urety wor! | protested. “You 
two can go, but leave me out of it!” 

Trap ignored me. “So it’s all three of 
us, then!” he said happily. “I'll go sign us up 


right now.” 


"FIVE HUNDRED SHELLS! 





“YOU'RE NOT LISTENING TO ME! | SAID 
! AM NOT GOING!™ | yelled right in his ear. 
But Trap pretended he didn’t hear me. 


“GREAT ROCKY BOULDERS, THIS IS - 
- GOING TO BE THE MOST MOUSETASTIC - . 
-” COMPETITION IN THE STONE AGE!’ 


UH-OH ... SMELLS 
LIKE TROUBLE! 





NO, NO, NO! | would not let them drag 
me off on another adventure. There was no 
way | was going to risk extinction in a 
bay all the way at the end of the prehistoric 
world just to win some cheese — even il it 
was really goed cheese! 

Trap and Thea weren't worried about the 
DANGER at all. 

“First, we need to prepare the 
AUTOSAURUSES.” Trap said. Autosauruses 
are how we cavemice get around quickly. 
“Geronimo, go get yours,” he said. 

“Mine?” I asked. “Why aren’t we taking 
your autosaurus?” 


a UH-OM ... SHELLS LIKE TROUBLE! 





“We can’t,” Trap moaned. “His feet are all 
worn owt. | had to take him to the 
dino repairmouse! He won't be ready until 
next week, and the race starts bothorreW 
morning at dawn!” 

AHA! That’s why Trap was being so 
nice! The free dinner, the autograph, the 



















Volcanico — it all made sense. Trap 
needed me for my autosaurus! a 

“Come on, cousin,” Trap said. “I 
know that O66? O&E€P down you 
want to come with us. Once we win 
the race, it will be raining Shells 
for all of us! | mean, especially for 
me, but at least it will stay in the 
family, right?” 

Thea had a different point. 
“Also, it’s a great opportunity to 
E?CH an amazing article about 
Boulder Bay,” she added. 

“Article?” | asked. “I won't 
be able to etch any article. Do 
you know why?” 

“Why?” asked Trap. 

“Because | won't be able 





a UM-OM . .. SHEELLS LIKE TROUBLE! 





to write an article when I'm @xtiaet:” 1 
shouted. 

I was determined not to go — not even if 
our village leader, EPNEStT HEFtYMoOUS.e, 
asked me in person, 

Just as | had that thought, an all-too- 
familiar voice SURPRISED me from behind. 

“Geronimo StiLtonoott” 

| couldn't believe it! It was the voice of... 

“Old Mouse City is so rowed of you, 





w Wi wi ni, 
guironoot! 





UM-OW . .. SMELLS LIKE TRoUBLET i“ 





Geronimo,” said Ernest Heftymouse (yes, it 
was really him). “We know that you're going 
to Win!” 

Then the village leader Squeezed me 
in a mammoth hug. He almost Cf ushed 
my bones! 

Remember that TROUBLE | smelled 
earlier? Now it was St#AKINQ worse than 
the smelliest cheese! 





DON'T BE MODEST, 
GERONIMO! 





When I recovered from Ernest's hug, | 
realized there was a MOUSE standing 
next to him with a DIS SMile on her face. 
She wore a white scarf around her neck and 
looked very friendly. 

“This is Sunny Rettencheese,” said 
Ernest. “She’s the most EXPERT cheese 
maker in the whole Stone Age, and the 
only one who Knows the original recipe 
for Volcanico. She is the organizer of this 
competition.” 

Sunny thrust out her paw and vigorously 
shook Thea’s paw and then mine. 


“This is the FAMCVUSE Geronimo 
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Stiltonoot!” Ernest explained to Sunny, He 
put his arm around me like we were two 
old friends. “Geronimo is leading one of the 
teams from Old Mouse City!” 

| GLARED at Trap, and 
he smiled like there was 
nothing wrong. But there 


Grr ere 


was! He had spread the 
word that | was entering 
the V/V before I had 
even accepted! | was so 
ANGRY that | wouldn't have 
been surprised if Sgx@ ko 
poured from my ears! 

Then | realized that everyone was 
STARING at me. 

I started to protest. “But | —* 

Thea clapped her WEE over my mouth. 
“Don't be modest, Geronimo. We all know 











sino ais 


how excited you are to enter the race.” 
Sunny Rottencheese smiled at me. 
“Il had no doubt!” she exclaimed. “I 
have heard a lot about the $reat 
Adventures of the Stiltonoot family. 


Especially you, Geronimo.” 
Then Ernest ELB -Y me, almost 
knocking me over. 


a fant 
soe 









* 





well «>: 
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“Miss Rottencheese is a big far of 
yours,” he told me. “She always reads The 
Stone Gazette to keep up on the latest 
news!” 

Sunny nodded, blushing. “In fact,” she 
said with a sigh, “if I'm being HONEST, | 
came to the tavern tonight just to meet you! 
And, well, if you could give 

me an autograph...” 


| was as petrified 


as a stone wall. Sunny 


»piest mou; 

ie  netiag 
ne Stone Ager 

we 





Rottencheese was famouse 
for her Masterful 
cheese-making — skills. 

And she wanted an 
autograph from me? 
| had never encountered 


sO many ADMIRERS 


in one day. So, for the 
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second time that night, | =TENEO my 
name. What an honor! 

“| just can’t wait to tell my friends that 
you are taking part in the competition!” 
Sunny said, grinning. “Oh, today | am the 
happiest mouse in all of the Stone Age!” 

How could | say no to such a Sweet and 
friendly admirer? It looked like I was on 
my way to Boulder Bay, whether I liked it or 
not. 

Ernest winked at me. “If you WIM the 
race, I'll make sure my Lovely daughter, 
Harriet, is there to a you.” 


= GULP! < 


THAT'S ALL | NEEDED! 


Now, Harriet is a perfectly nice rodent. 


But her LOUD personality is as STRONG 
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as blue cheese, and | am more of a mild 
mozzarella. We just don’t MIX. 

And that's the problem. Harriet has a 
erush on me, but my heart beats for 
another rodent. The most intelligent, 
beautiful, asciiatiWg, tough, and 
brave rodent in all of the Stone Age: 
Clarissa Conjuret, 

the daughter of 

Bluster, our village 

shaman. 

Hmm... maybe 
if | won the race, 
Clarissa would 
be IMPRESSED 
with me! | could 

picture myself 
e* eo” looking into 
her | 
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as we sat down to eat two chunks of 
Volcanico... 








OH, WHAT A 
MOUSE! 





The thought of a romantic evening with 
Clarissa made me change my mind. And 
because | was doing Trap a favor, | decided 
to ask him for a free dinner for two at 
his tavern. 

“I'll do it!” I exclaimed. “But on one 
condition...” 

“l KNEW OT! Ernest blurted out. 
“You read my mind.” 

I frowned, COnfused. “what do you 
mean?” 

“You were about to say that you will write 
an article about the race!” he said. 

I gulped. “Well, actually...” 


OH. WHAT B vovse at 





“Oh, WHAT 4 MOUSE you are, 
Geronimo Stiltonoot!” Ernest said, and he 
Squeezed my paw and shook it hard. 
“Imagine, volunteering to work even when 
you are in the middle of a DANGEROUS 
competition.” 

| sighed. Nobody was listening to me 
today! 

GREAT! Now, besides having to race 
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to my almost certain EXTINCTION, 1 had 
to etch a detailed article about some 
silly autosaurus race. What had Trap 
dragged me into? 
Ernest gave me one last slap on the 
back. 
“I'm so glad you volunteered, Geronimo,” 
he said. “If you hadn't, | would have ORDERED 
? you to do it myself!” 9 
q* > SO GLAD YOU VOLUNTEERED? > 
‘@ * J almost wanted to cry. Why was nobody 


é 
listening to me? 

But | knew | had to go through with it. 
Ernest was so PROUD of me that he was 
puffing Out his chest like he had 
captured the terrible Tiger Khan, leader of 
the saber-toothed tigers, with his own paws, 

Next to him, Sunny was SMIIINE so 
hard that she was practically beaming! 





OW. WHAT B wove a 








Trap looked as happy as a rat in a cheese 
cave, and Thea’s eyes were shining with 
excitement. 

sighed and gave in to my fate. | was 
going to Boulder Bay, whether | wanted to 
or not! 

We said good-bye to one another and 


made a plan to meet the next morning in 





——— 


Singing Rock Squware. From 
there, we would depart for the 

And so, feeling as low as a baby dinosaur 
whose bOnE has been taken away, | 
returned home. 


WHAT A BAD NigHzy 





READY... SET... | 





The next thorning, as the sun rose, a 
crowd gathered in Singing Rock Square. 
Every rodent in Old Mouse City was 
excited about the competition. Getting to 
watch the start of the WVQIF was almost 
as exciting as being CHASE D by a saber- 
toothed tiger — and a lot safer, too. | 

As the crowd looked on, seven TEAMS 
lined up on the starting line: 





cans All 


THE LIZARD | BROTHERS. CHASE AND 
| LUCKY, ON THEIR 


_ GUS GRANITE, THE DINOCROSS 
_ CHAMPION. ABOARD HIS ROAD RACER; 


1 JACK PRONTO. DRIVING A 
SPORTSAURUS; | 


. TINA SCURRJTAIL AND GINA FS 
_SPRINTSTONE, ON THEIR RALLYSAURUS; nh 

























AND FINALLY... ME AND TRAP, ON | 


MY LAZY CITY AUTOSAURUS. | 


Sigh. | would much rather have been back 
in my cave, SMUQQled in bed, SNoTINg 
peacefully and @PBAMAQ of cheese. But 
that was not to be, 

Trap was preparing for the race by eating 
a dozen CREGM CheeSe donuts. | was 














;, ae 





feeding my autosaurus an extra-large super- 
fruity StmaOOthhie with red onion juice. 
It’s the only way to get him to focus. 

As soon as we were all ready, Ernest 
Heltymouse held up a checkered flag. 


"READY... SET...” 


But a voice interrupted him. 

eroMiMO000, 

GhOW than what 
PU 2 You Ve got!" 


*G 








It was none other than 
Clarissa Conjurat! She 
was waving a PINK 
handkerchief at me. 
My whiskers 
trembled at 

the sight of her. 





ee 


Com a rodents <A a 
“I'm rooting for aN 
you!” Clarissa yelled 









encouragingly. “Because 
you always lose!” 

Okay . . . so she wasn’t cheering for 
me because she thought | was the most 
HANOSOME or STRONGEST rodent in 
the race. But at least she was che ering 
for me! I was floating on a cloud until | 
noticed that the other racers were scowling 
at me. ” . 


= 


BONES AND STONES, CLARISSA HAD- . 
. INTERRUPTED THE START! 


‘= = 


a 
| was so embarrassed that | wanted to 


disappear! Ernest shot me an anhoyed 


cat) 


= 





roo. 








look and then waved his checkered flag 
again. 

"REAOY ... SET... . OOF 

All the teams G24 /:¥39 forward with 
an UPFO@F that sounded louder than a 


herd of angry mammoths! 











QUALIGIES: HE iS tHE StoNe- 
AGE CHAMPION OF tHe 
DINOPACe Grand PPIX. 

AUGOS@UPUS: A HiGH-ENEPGY 

SPECDSAUPUS 3000. 


a 






J 
- 
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a EY 7 R-RISIS 
a 09 PST ~y) 








Gus Granire om M 


quauities: wes cot roce- SX Gey It 
wan /{ \\ : 
‘a passion ror racing, “2 A 
AutOSaUPUS: A ROAD Racer 
WHO StOMPS ON tHE ==" 
COMPetitiON. =) 










QUaLItICS: HE ONLY SLEEPS two 
HOURS 2 Day and the 

€\, PeSt OF ENE tiMe PIDING HIS 

autosaurus. 





All of the competitors stampeded out of 
Old Mouse City. Their autosauruses kicked 
up a thick @Jl eye! of dust behind them 
as they ran toward Boulder Bay. 

All of the competitors . .. except uS, 
of course! My autosaurus got SPOOK 


by the crowd a pin imcircles. x 


The race had just beta and we wete already 
in last place. 

cree! = 

When my autosaurus finally managed to 
pull himself together, we slowly headed out 
on the ROCKY path outside the city walls. 

Up ahead we could see Thea and Dash 


“S « 


| Dinomouse at the head of the race, on the 
| plateau leading to the Cheddar Volcano. 
They looked like timy d@ts in the distance! 
The other racers were NOT FAR behind 
them: the Lizard brothers, Tina and Gina, 
Jack Pronto, and Gus Granite. 
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\ 
, { 
i 


_ 
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Trap started to complain. 

“GET GOING, GERONIMO! MOVE 
THIS BIG OLD LUG!" 

But my autosaurus was having a hard 
time carrying both of us. He 
plodded along. BONES AND STONES. 


we would never catch up! 










RODEO AT DINO 


RIVER! 





We traveled for hours under the BURNING 
SUN. Finally, we reached the first stop on 
our journey: the ine River! We would 
have to travel across the shallow part of the 
WateP to continue. 

By that point, I felt like | was going to turn 
into a PUDDLE of melted cheese! 

“It's sofHH©+,” | complained. “And I can’t 
even see the others. We might as well . . .” 


Suddenly, my autosaurus LET ATA Y]D) 


forward. 





wo we op 


Trap and I fell off his back and into the 
river! My autosaurus started to guzzle 
gallons and gallons of W@teP. He must 
have been so thirsty after walking in that 


hot sun! 





As my autosaurus quenched his thirst, Trap 
and | stayed in the river and Cooled of f. 
We knew we were in LAST place, but we 
couldn't go anywhere until our autosaurus 








OE sctsinin 





was done drinking anyway. As we dried off, 
| ETCHED the first two lines of my article 
into a STONE tablet. 

Suddenly, the sound of wailing mice 
filled the air... ~ © a 






™~ ~. s 


s 
of 

“Trap! It sounds like someone is in 
trouble!” | said. 

We followed the §QB§ until we discovered 
the two mice on the riverbank. 

It was TivA ScuRRY TAIL and Gina 
SperintstTene! The road rally champions 
were both looking upset. 

“What's the matter?” | asked. “You should 
be miler ahead of us by now.” 





so wt op 


“I's our Ralliysaurws,” Gina 
replied with a sniff. “He abandoned us.” 

“He loves long road races,” Tina said. 
“But he has a really PLAYFUL side, too. 
When he saw the FISH in the river he 
threw us off the saddle!” 

“He ditched us so he could play with 
the fish,” Gina explained. 

| followed her gaze. The Rallysaurus was 
{PLAN #ivG around in the water om 
with the fish, just like a happy oe 
baby dinosaur. 

I felt bad for Gina 
and Tina, and my 


helpful nature 


took over. 
















OE este 


“Trap!” I exclaimed. “Let's |@SSO that 
Rallysaurus!” 

Trap frowned. “NO, NO, NO! Weare 
not a rescue team. Don’t you see that this is 
an opportunity for us? If we leave now, we 
won't be in bAST PLACE anymore!” 

| couldn’t believe my cousin. 

“Is that how you want to Wi?” I asked 


him. 





Trap shrugged. “Why not?” 





wo om we Bop 


“Listen up, Trap,” I said, fuming. “YOU 
are the one who dragged me into this. YOU 
made me bring my autosaurus. There is no 
way | am going to turn my tail on rodents 
who need help. So unless you want to go 
back to Old Mouse City right NOW, you 
will help me get that Rallysaurus. Do you 
understand?” 

Trap held up his paws. “Okay! Simmer 
down, Cousin.” 











We climbed on my autosaurus and found 
a good spot on the riverbank. Trap used a 
thick rope to make a lasso. He swung it 
at the Rallysaurus. 

Splash! Splash! Splash! He kept 
missing his target. Finally, the lasso slipped 
around the beast’s neck. 

Tina and Gina jumped on the back of 
the Rallysaurus as soon as Trap Oba FEU RRED 
him out of the river. 

“Thanks a lot!” they shouted. Then the 
Rallysaurus ran off and diSappeared into 
the distance. 

“| knew it!" Trap yelled. “Now we're in 
bAST PhAcE again! This SC0AKS worse 
than moldy cheese!” 

Trap was right; we had lost our chance to 
get ahead. But I was really happy that 
we helped Tina and Gina. | might be a 
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scaredy-mouse most of the time, but when 
a rodent needs help I will always lend a 
paw. 
And so we got back into the race, tired, 
SOAKING WET. and... 
qgniceE AGAIN 


| 





Once we crossed the Dino River, the path 
was ROCKY but very flat. My autosaurus 
plodded along with the speed of a tired 
snail. Every so often, | leaned over and fed 
him some super-firvity smoothie with 
onion juice. 

| was glad | had brought a lot of 
smoothie with me. Without it, we would 
risk getting stuck in this Unknown land 


full of who-knows-what 


cERRIFYING DANGERS’ 


Speaking of Unknown lands ... | 


didn't even know where we were! We could 


SQUISH! SOUISH! SQUISH! 





have been close to the camp of TIGER 
RIvAN’S ferocious gang of tigers! Just 
the thought made my FUR stand on end. 
Trap was complaining 
about my SLOW 
_ \ autosaurus when we 
) reached an area of 
=) GIANT RED 
ROCKS The path 
led to a massive crack 
that had SPLIT one 
rock in half. 
The path continued 
right through the 
NARROW crack in the 
rock, We slipped 
through it and entered 
a canyon with STEEP 


walls. My autosaurus 
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SOUISH! SQUISH! SQUISHT 





trotted through the muddy ground, his 
feet squishing with every step 


SOUS uisp 5 tse le 


He was moving even more oon than 





before! But there was one good thing about 
the canyon — it was SHADY and COOL. 

We hadn't traveled far when we came 
to an athazing sight: the LIZARD 
BROTHERS, perched on their Autosaurus 
XXL. He was stuck in the mud and 
couldn't get free! 


Trap rejoiced. “We can pass them!” 


But I looked at those poor rodents 


stuck in that mud, alone and in 
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TROUBLE, and | couldn't just abandon 
them! 

“Come on, Trap,” | said. “Let's pull them 
out!” 

Trap shook his head. “Are you kidding? 
Didn't we learn our lesson with Tina and 
Gina? Once we free the Lizard brothers, 
they will [NIP ahead of us!" 

“Listen, Cousin,” I said firmly. “This is my 
autosaurus, so | am the one who calls the 
shots. Either we do as | say, or we return 
home IM-ME-Di-RATE-Ly!” 

Trap knew he couldn't argue with me, and 
he gave in, 

We tied a rope around the Autosaurus 
XXL, and thanks to the POWERFUL 
(but slow) legs of my autosaurus, we pulled 
them out of that slushy sludge. Then Trap 
untied the rope, and we prepared to continue 





down the path to BOULDER BAY. 

Chase Lizard gave me a big pat on the 
back. “Thanks, pals! We never would 
have made it without you two!” 

Lucky Lizard nodded. “When we see you 
at the finish line, we will give you five 
Shells each to make things even!” 

Then the two brothers £Y*/3!2//2/*/* on 


their Autosaurus XXL, leaving us several 
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HUNDPED tails behind. 


Bones and stones, was Trap Cheesed 
off at me! 





“We're in last place again,” he re 
complained. “And once more, it’s your 
fault!” ie 
While he was Sulking, he decided not to b 
speak to me — which really wasn't / 
so bad. 








SQUISH! SOUISH! SQUISH! 


FOSSILIZED FETA, I WAS REALLY 
- TIRED OF LISTENING TO HIM 
‘ « COMPLAIN $6 MUCH! 
We got GOING again, but at this rate we 


wouldn't finish the /AVGIF until the end of 
the Stone Age! 





cLUUUB! 





After the canyon, we reached THE FOREST 
OF CARNIVOROUS PLANTS: 
These plants had TEETH » 

and FANGS and were @ \\\I "TE 


ready to bite into the = 









first mouse that passed 
by. | shivered in fear 
just thinking about it! Za 7 
“You're just a scaredy- 

mouse,” Trap scolded, 
seeing me tremble like a 

forest fern in a ©reeze. “We just have 
to stick to the center of the path, and the 
plants won't be able to reach us!” 


I anxiously looked around. “Maybe 
so, but I still don’t feel safe,” | said. 

The FOREST seemed to go on and on. | 
thought we would never get through it! 
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We followed the path as it snaked through 
the thick woods likea S@PPENt. 1 kept a 
tight rein on the autosaurus so we wouldn't 


get near those mouse-munching plants. 

But then | noticed that the plants 
didn’t seem to want to get near us. how 
Stranaé . . . My thoughts were interrupted 
by a cry coming from the TRICK of the 


forest. 


‘~AAAAAAAAAR r 
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“That’s the cry of a dinosaur!” said my 
autosaurus. 

It was the FPARST time he had spoken 
during the whole trip! He is a dinosaur of 
few words. 

We plodded on through the forest, but 
the SCREANING did not stop. Then we 
discovered the source of the painful cries. 

They came from Gus GRANITE’S 
Road Racer and jack Pronto’s 
Sportsaurus. The carnivorous plants were 
BITING the ankles of the poor beasts! 
The dinosaurs couldn't move because the 
plants’ STICKY tongues were holding them. 


‘aanhhAAAAAAAMT” 


they yelled. 
My autosaurus spoke up. “I'll handle 
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this,” he said firmly. Then he very calmly 
approached the attacking plants. 

He stopped a few steps short of the plants. 
Then he opened his MOUTH and 
greeted them. — 

MeLLOoOOol* > 

His TOELEM breath, fueled by the 
©MIOMS in his super-fruity smoothie, 
floated over the plants like a stinky cloud. 

‘“Gluuub! Ewww!* the plants cried. 

The horrible smell made the plants 
shrivel tight up! Their STICKY tongues 
lost their grips on the Road Racer and the 
Sportsaurus. Gus Granite and Jack Pronto 
were FREE to race! 

That’s when I realized that the reason the 
CARNIVOROUS PLANTS had left Trap 
and me alone was because of the 
disgusting breath of my autosaurus. The 
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super-fruity smoothies had saved us! 

One of the plants got angry. “You've got 
SAP SREATM. you ugly beast!” 
it yelled. 

“Tm U ly? Have you looked in a mirror 
lately?” asked the autosaurus, BLOWING 
his breath at the plant again. 


The plant shrank back, HORRIFIED. 
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“ACK! take pity on us!” it begged. “If 
you close your mouth, | promise that I will 
never BITeé an autosaurus again in my 
life!” 

Satisfied, my autosaurus stomped back 
onto the path. 

“Thank you!” said Gus Granite. 

“Yes, thanks!” added Jack Pronto. 

The two racers were busy BANDAGING 
the ankles of their autosauruses. We left 
them behind as we headed toward Boulder 
Bay. 

For the FIRST time, we weren't in 
LAST place! Trap had nothing to complain 
about. (Except maybe about having to smell 


the 842 BREATM of my autosaurus!) 





BOULDER BAY 





We climbed a hill and, at the top, we saw that 
we were looking down on BOULDER. 
BAY! We had arrived at our final 
destination! 

| had been expecting a DARK, scary- 
looking place. But the scene before me 
was @¢nGh@nting. The hill sloped down 
toward the sea into a cove of sparkling blue 
water. Dotting the grassy slope 
were many small, shrubby 
PLANTS loaded with 
bright red fruit; hot 
lava peppers::.. 


Trap and | climbed off: 
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the autosaurus and started picking as many 
Peppers as we could. After a few hours 
my paws began to @EWWE so | decided to 
sit and work on my article. I sat under the 
SHADE of a tree and began to etch the 
latest events onto a stone tablet. 


| worked until Trap called out to me. 

“Look over there, Geronimo!” 

A black cloud was SWIPTleY approaching 
from across the cove. Was it a sterm? 
Then we heard a loud buzzing sound, 
and we knew what we were up against. 

“SAND BIT SRS!" Trap yelled. 

Sand biters are tiny but AGGRESSIVE 


insects! Trap and | ran as fast as we could, 
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They started to GITE us right through 
our fur! OUCH! - 


ome AND.STONES; HOW-ITEHY! 


- “HOW ANNOYING! “, * 


¥ | 


And most of all. .. HOW PAINFUL! 








“Run for the water!” Trap yelled, but there 
was one problem — we couldn't move 
more than a paw in front of us, because 
the bugs surrounded us. There was NO 


ESCAPE: 





BOULDER BAY ¢ 








Suddenly, the sound of a prerarng 
whistle hit our ears. 


ANEFE RG 


Seer, 


The swarm of sand biters parted for a 


moment. 





When Trap and I lifted our heads, we saw 
an ANCIENT RODENT with a long beard 
standing on a rock, whistling. 

Called by the whistle, two flying 
CTEQtuTes swooped down into the bay. 
They were pterodactyls, with SHARP 
claws and teeth! 


awww! <awiviyE” 


they shrieked. 





HOW TERRIFYING! 


Trap and | jumped behind some bushes 
to HIDE, but we quickly realized that the 
pterodactyls weren't interested in us. They 
were after the sand biters! The scared 
biting bugs fled. 

Seratching our bug bites, Trap and | 
stood up. 

“I’m guessing that you two are contestants 
in that race,” said the rodent with the @jY\/ 


beard. 
cy, 


BOULDER BAY A | 








“Ves,” | admitted. 


“| knew tl said the rodent. “You are 
the fifth team that | have SA@VEd from the 


sand biters!” 

Trap and | LOOKED at each other, 
surprised. 

“The fifth?” | asked the old rodent. 

“Yes,” he answered. “My name is Pablo 
Pepperpa WS and | have lived in this bay 


for so long that I don’t even remember how 
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old | am! But | remember the four teams 
that came before you.” 

“FOUR TEAMS! We'll never catch 
up,” Trap cried. 

“I told them all a Shopteut to Old 
Mouse City,” Pablo said. “I can tell you, too, 
if you like.” 

“Yesl Trap and I cried. 

He told us, and we thanked him. We knew 
we were FAR BEHIND four other teams. 
But the /t/4/9/F wasn’t over vet! 
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“Run as FAST as you can!” | told my 
autosaurus as Trap and | climbed back on 
board. 

But the poor dinosaur was exhausted, 
and | was almost out of smoothie! So he 
P1LOddéd on more slowly than before. 

“We'll never reach the other teams,” Trap 


complained. 

We traveled out of the bay, through a low 
jungle, and then emerged into a strange 
WMO LACT). The whiteness stretched 
out in all directions, and there was no sign 
of LIFE anywhere. 

“What is this place?” | asked, sweating 
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under the hot prehistoric sun. 

The autosaurus stopped and licked the 
ground. 

“Hey!” he exclaimed. “This is salt. We've 


ended up in a GOV? DEGORA” 


Trap lost all hope at that moment. “We'll 
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never make it now! Good-bye, victory! 
Good-bye, Volcanico! Good-bye, 
shells! 

“Calm down, Trap,” | said. “Save your 
energy. You will need it to get across this 
salt desert!” 

But Trap had given up. “NO! NO!™ he 
yelled. “It’s pointless! We'll never win now! 
WAAKK, Peer Me! And it’s all your fault! 
You and your saperslow autosaurus!” 

My autosaurus looked back at Trap. 
“Oh yeah? Let's see you travel for 
THOUSANDS of tails with two rodents 
on wl sage nia mowed take ia or and ise 
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continued on. The white salt lolinded our 
eyes, and the BURNING sun beat down on 
our fur. 

“It’s so hot that you could grill a CHEESE 
SANDWICH on this ground!” | remarked. 

But the QBa didn’t seem to bother my 
autosaurus. He kept a STEADY PACE 
and never gave up. 

Then | spotted something up ahead. 
There were Tina and Gina, followed by the 
Lizard brothers! We were gaining on them! 
Unlike my autosaurus, those dinosaurs were 
Wilhing in the heat. They were moving 
slower than PPehiStorie Snails! 

First we passed the Lizard brothers and 
their AUTOSAURUS XXL. 

The GREEN dinosaur’s tongue was 
sticking out, and he was PANTING 


heavily. 











HUFe! MAA ur 

Tina and Gina's 
Rallysaurus 
was DRIPPING with 
sweat and short of 
breath. 


HUFF Alice HUFF 


When we passed them, 
Trap couldn't believe his 






S. He kept looking 
back at them to make 
sure it wasn't some kind 

of trick. 
“By the GREAT ZAP!” he 
exclaimed. “It feels like we're flying 
past them!" 
When we finally made it out of the 
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GA? DEGREE, we looked behind us. 
We couldn't even see Tina, Gina, and the 
Lizard brothers. 

BOUNCING BOULDERS! We had been 
in last place for so long, and now we were 
in THIRD PLACE! There were only two 
in front of us: my sister, Thea 
Stiltonoot, and the great champion Dash 
Dinomouse .. . 












THE GROWLING | 
[TIGER DOESN'T BITE! 


WE HAD ALMOST poye It! 

All we had to do was Be vicd Thea and 
Dash Dinomouse before the finish line: | 
felt like winning was within our paws. 

“You can do it!” | told my autosaurus, 
when he stopped SUDDENLY. nearly 


throwing us from the saddle. 





The road ended at the edge of a very TAL, 
very S7EEP cliff! 
We leaned over and looked down into a 


DEEP GORGE. To our surprise, we saw 


THEA and Dash — 
and they were in big 
TROUBLE! They were 
tied like SCY 

2 to the trunk 
of a prehistoric palm 
tree. 


Those poor rodents 





eae had fallen into the 
.\\ clutches of @ JESR 
\ RAMAN! He was the 
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number one enemy of all cavemice and 
the leader of the fierce SABER-TOOTHED SQUAD — 
and he had captured my sister and Dash! 
Helpless and afraid, the two mice were 
moments away from becoming dinner for a 
horde of HUNGRY saber-toothed tigers! 
Tiger Khan’s warriors, meanwhile, were 
(unsuccessfully) ©AASSAPG Thea’s 
Velociraptor, GRUNTY, and  Dash’s 
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“Once we capture your dinosaurs, we'll 
take you to our camp for a nice dinner,” 
Tiger Khan snarled to Thea and Dash. “And 
you will be the MAIN COURSE! Mwah, 


ha, ha!” . 


- BONES AND STONES! WE * 
- HAD TO HELP THEM, FAST!” 


But what could two rodents do against a 
horde of cats with SHARP FANGS? 

Suddenly, my autosaurus spoke up. 

“RAVE TT TO Mb! he growled. 

I had never seen such a MENACING took 
on his face! 

“Climb off me!" he ordered, and we 
scrambled down. 

Then he stomped toward a LARGE 
BOULDER on the edge of the cliff. He 


pressed his back against the rock and began 
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| couldn’t believe my eyes! Underneath 
my autosaurus’s big belly were some 
massive nuseles! 

Trap lent a "8 Hy, and the two managed 
to push the HUGE BOULDER off the 
cliff. It rolled down toward the tigers. 

The Rum bLing sound a the 
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attention of Tiger Khan and his warriors. 


"AAAAAH! SAVE YOURSELVES!” 


a tiger yelled, and the others joined 
in, SCREAMING and running away. 
TERRORIZED by the landslide of earth and 
stones, the entire Saber-Toothed Squad fled 
with their paws up. Even Grunty and the 
Speedsaurus 3000 fled the scene to avoid 
being crushed. 

Thea and Dash, thankfully, were safe, 
protected by the Indestructible trunk of 
the prehistoric palm [ree they were tied to. 
My autosaurus must have known this when 
he started the landslide. 


S GREAT ROCKY BOULDERS! HE WAS <n 
> SMARTER THAN THOUGHT! =~ 
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When the landslide ended, my 
autosaurus off the cliff 
with unexpected agility. Trap and I ran 
after him and /7V4V2/92 toward the two 
prisoners. We quickly untied the ropes and 
FREED Thea and Dash. As they thanked us, 
Grunty and the Speedsaurus 3000 returned. 
There was no time to waste — the 
TIGERS could return at any moment! 

So we all climbed on our dinosaurs and 
took off toward Old Wlause “City. Behind 
us, we heard Tiger Khan shout, “YOU WILL 
PAY FOR THIS, YOU ROTTEN CAVE RATS!” 

“We're not afraid, you BIG BULLY!” 
Trap yelled back. “You're all GRoW1 and 
no BITs ° 

Luckily, Tiger Khan didn’t come after us. 
As we made our way back home, | thought 


about all the OBSTPAGLES we had 
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overcome. We had RESCUED all of the 
other contestants, we had been attacked 
by flies, and we had suffered through the 
heat, yet we had still moved from last place 
to third place! 

Thea and Dash were already ahead of us, 
but that was okay. Even if we didn’t cross 


the FINISH LINE first, we were still winners! 





THANKS, THEA! | 
YOU'RE THE BEST! 


The rest of the race continued smoothly. 
We didn't face any other DANGERS. 
We didn’t encounter any contestants in 
trouble. Before we knew it, we had arrived 
at the finish line in Simging Rocte 
Square! 

Up ahead, we could see that Dash 
Dinomouse was about to cross the finish 
line. Just before he did, Grunty BARFIED 
ahead of the Speedsaurus 3000 with 
LIGAT, NING SPEED: Thea won the race! 

Dash took SECOND place. and Trap 
and I arrived in THIRD. 


The crowd at the finish line greeted us 








sons THER! YOURE THE BEST! 


more WWARMEY than a cauldron of 
melted fondue. They cheered for all 
the contestants, even the ones who arrived 
much la@CEP than we did: Chase and Lucky 
Lizard, Tina Scurrytail and Gina Sprintstone, 
Gus Granite, and Jack Pronto, 

Every one of us was &xhdustéd. dirty. 
SWEATY, STARVING, and thirsty . . . but it felt 
amazing to have finished that DANGEROUS 
race without harming a strand of fur! 

Trap was disappointed that we didn't win, 
but he accepted our third-place finish with 
real sportmouseship. He happily shook 
the TN 4% of the other contestants. 

At the awards ceremony, Sunny 
Rottencheese thanked all of us for bringing 
her the lAV@ P@PPeEPS. She promised 
to give all of the contestants a round of 
Volcanico when it was finished. WUM! 
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Then Ernest Heftymouse presented 
Thea with the first prize: a sack of five 
hundred shells to spend at the 
Rottencheese cheese shop! She hoisted it 
into the air YiCT OPsi OUSLY, and the 


crowd cheered, 


-HooRAY FOR THEAY 
Wy 





SE aes THER! YOURE THE BEST! 


But Thea asked everyone to quiet down so 
she could speak. 

“Citizens of Old Mouse City!” she 
began solemnly. “Now that | have won the 
race, | would like to do something that | 
think you will all agree with.” 

Everyone was as quiet as a, well...a 
quiet MOUSE... waiting to hear what 
she would say next. 

“Without the genenrour help of my 
brother, Geronimo Stiltonoot, none of us 





would have finished this race. Not even 
me!” she exclaimed. 
The crowd gasped. 
“What do you mean?” asked Ernest. 
Thea SMilEd and looked at me. 
“During the race, each contestant fell 
into DANGER.” she explained. “And 


Geronimo helped us all. If it weren't for 


THANKS. THEA! YOU'RE THE BESTI a 





him, not one of us would have reached this 
FINISH LINE. This is why Geronimo and Trap 
deserve FiRST PRIZE” 

The crowd was Silent for a moment. 
Then Dash Dinomouse shouted: 


"HOORAY FOR GERONIMO! 
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He began to applaud, and the other 
contestants joined in. Soon the whole crowd 
was cheering for me. 

| was really touched by what Thea did! | 
am lucky to have such a special sister. 

“Thanks, Thea,” | said. “Your offer is very 
GenenrouA. And in that spirit, | will give 
my half of the shells to Trap, so he can carry 
out his DREAM of stocking the Rotten 
Tooth Tavern with a year’s worth of cheese!” 

Trap threw his paws around my neck and 
almost Crushed me, he was so happy! 

“But Trap, you must promise me one 
thing,” | added after he loosened his 
RPAsis on me. “From now on, once a 
week, you will invite me, Thea, and all the 
other contestants of this ineredible race 
to your tavern for dinner: 

“Consider it done, cousin!” he said, 
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shaking my paw, 

“And the dinner will also include a meal 
for my AUTOSAURUS, who is the True 
heLro of this story!” | added. 

“Of course!” agreed Trap, and he ran to 
hug my autosaurus. The dinosaur shook 
his head. 

“You cavemice really are syrangés” he 


said. 









THE GREATEST RACE 
| IN PREHISTORY! 
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A few EVENINGS later, we all met at 
the Rotten Tooth Tavern to celebrate 
finishing the race. Clarissa (my crush) joined 
us as well. 
Trap and Greasella prepared dozens of 
iCLGUD dishes for us, and we ate every 
crumb! Then Sunny Rottencheese brought 
a surprise to our table: the first batch of 
VOLCANICO she had 
made with the lava 
peppers we had 
brought back from 
Boulder Bay. It was 


mousetastic: 
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We ate Volcanico until we were full 
and then finished off the meal with some 
mammoth milkshakes. (Clarissa likes 
vanilla best, just like I do!) 

When the meal was finally over, Trap 
and | slipped away to the warehouse 
behind the restaurant. | had a SURPRISE 
for everyone. When Trap and | returned, 
we were holding several heavy SU@WE 
VEELEVS in our paws. 

Our friends eyed us curiously as we 
entered. | 

“l’piends!" | exclaimed. “As you know, 
Ernest Heftymouse, our village leader, asked 
me to E*FCH an article about this race.” 

Thea clapped her paws together. “Is this 
the article?” 

“| did AUCH MORE than an article,” 


I revealed. “| started writing the article, 


cy, 
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but I couldn't 5t+tOP. | wrote word after 

word, sentence after sentence, chapter 

after chapter . . . and the result was a 
- MOUNTAIN of etched tablets. And 

* here they are!” 

Everyone clapped. 

“This story is dedicated to 
Sunny Rettencheefse 
and all of you who took 
part in this adventure,” | 
told them. 

So there you have it, my 
dear rodent friends. In 
the TAELEVS 1 gave to 
my fellow contestants, | 
etched everything you 
have just read! The 
entire tale! 
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I hope you enjoyed it, just as I hope 
you like the ded¢calion | wrote at the 
end... 
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nNeeT 
_ G@RONIMO STILTONiX ; 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MowseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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GERONIMO STILTONOOT? 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 

his life in the Stone Age 


—— 4 is Full of adventurel 


Geronimo Stiltonoot is competing in a race to 
Boulder Bay and back! It will supply the village 
chasse maker Wik rate bet love peppers, Sua’ 


Unfortunately, Geronimo has a lazy, slow, 
city autosaurus (the cavemice mode of 

_ transportation). Can he reach the finish © 
line without going extinct on the ier 
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